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Kaamos 


Author's Notes: 

One of my early ones; it took me five weeks to write. I\'m, still surprised it took so long and | still don\'t think, 
even a few years later, that it\'s up to my usual standard- I\'ll let you lot decide that. Reposted in a few 
other comms on LJ. 


In darkness, things happen. Perttu Kivilaakso knows this all too well as my hard, muscled body presses against 
his, and | whisper into his ear. 

"Fantastic gig tonight." 

"Thank you my darling, you played brilliantly too." 

"| lost the beat a little on one of the songsnear the end." 

"| noticed" 

"Saw you looking back at me- you looked a bit worried" 

"Yes, you looked tired” 

| was getting tired. We'd been playing an hour and a half or something...” 

"Hence the reason for messing up slightly?" 


"Think so." 


"Don't think the others noticed" 

"No." Perttu gasps softly as my lips brush over his cheek, down his neck. He lifts me up in his arms, settling 
me gently on his hips and slowly begins to rub our bodies together, listening to my soft moans of pleasure. 
"Please, Perttu... please..." 


"I love it when you beg." 


| throw my head back, moaning shamelessly. "Give me more. God, | need you... please, Perttu!" 
"Shameless little slut." 

"I am.." | murmur as the younger man pulls me up to kiss me roughly. 

"Yes, you are. You're mine, you can't be anything else..." 

"Oh yes, god yes... I'm yours, Perttu..." 


We snuggle tighter into one another, moaning with the sensation of closeness. "Take me..." 
Perttu raises an eyebrow, pulling me off his body. 


"Jeans off, now. You're lucky | have Vaseline in my pocket, then." He quickly strips the rest of the way, tossing 
his jeans onto the floor and taking me back into his arms, searches for my entrance, gently lubing up his 
fingers and pushing two inside; | writhe- with pain or pleasure he can't tell but kisses it away anyway. The 
wriggling tells him that's a good move. Oh yes- it is. 

"Perttu!" My scream of his name tells him he is definitely on the right track, that l'm more than ready. 


"Are you ready for me?" 
| cannot answer bar a moan. 


"Do you want me?" Perttu breathes into my ear, brushing my hair back, running his fingers through the 
sweat on my body again and again. Again, a frustrated moan, 
"Answer me." 


"Yes! Fuck me, please!" | growl, rubbing my lithe, sweat soaked and trembling body along his. 


Perttu moans; pulling me closer to him he gently removes my soaked tank top, pressing us chest to chest as 
he finds my entrance again, whispering nothing that makes sense as he slides inside, searching for a sign of 
pain on my face; that he does not find, only ecstasy and a groan of content as he fills me; | grip his strong 
shoulders, panting with pleasure. "Ooh, yes, Perttu..” 

"I know you like it, Mikko... know that you like me inside you, stretching you, hm?" 

"Perttu." The moan of desire makes me sound beautifully wanton to him and | feel that he truly loves it as | 
begin to move, fucking myself hard on my bandmate's cock. 

"Ohhhh Pertu... you feel so good! Oh!" 

"Do I? You taste good" he murmurs, his voice caressing my ears like silk 

"You know you do." | hiss as he grips my hips a little tighter, pulling me in harder. He suddenly spins on his 
heels, pressing me to the wall, still wrapped around him with eyes full of fire and want. 


"Hold onto me." he says, desire lacing his voice, making it hoarse. 


| hold on tight, my legs still wrapped around his waist to keep me there. "Take me, take me hard!" | cry out, 


moaning. 

"Don't worry, bitch, | will" he snarls softly in my ear, pumping in and out, listening to my cries of pleasure. 
"Oh! Oh, Perttu! Oh, fuck, Perttu, yes!" | howl, shoving my body away from the wall time and again to meet his 
thrusts, all of my muscles contracting to keep me steady and meet his body. | groan, using my legs to hold me 
still and gently tilt his face to mine- he responds hungrily, claiming my lips with an urgent passion My 
breathing quickens as he moves inside me, spearing my spot with a force that makes me moan into his mouth, 
like the bitch he said | was earlier. 

"Ohhhhhhhhhh, fuck!" 

"That's it, my little slut. Moan for me. Come for me." he pants into my ear, breathing heavily interspersed with 
moans of pleasure and sighs of my name. 

"Harder! Deeper! Please!" | beg, whimpering, as my beautiful, kind partner places his hands on the wall and, 
resting his weight on them, shoves harder into me, making me scream and moan, pulling him tighter against 
me. | close my eyes, unable to keep them open any longer- although | want to keep staring at the beauty that 
is Perttu, | can't- my oncoming orgasm disables every other function bar breathing and screaming and feeling. 


"Pertu... Perttu.. Perttu.. oh, yes... oh! Ohhhhhhhhh, PERTTU!" 


He sweeps me up into his arms, taking his own weight along with mine, and he holds me tightly as | gasp and 
tremble my way through my orgasm, moaning his name, returning the hold. As | moan | feel Perttu tense 
against me and he's coming hard with a rising groan of pleasure, thrusting hard against me until there's 
nothing left from either of us and l'm shaking desperately, gasping for breath, holding on so tight | might die if 
| let go and Perttu is calming down, still shaking as he comes down from the high of his orgasm and 


murmuring soothing words into my ear and my shaking finally stops. 


| am cocooned in his arms, he in mine and | never want to let go, but we have to as we hear Eicca falling 
through the door and by the sounds of it he's exhausted. God knows what he's been at. We grin at one 
another and gently, slowly separate, cleaning our selves off, pulling clothes back on (or not) and Perttu takes 
me in his arms again, gently this time and kisses me tenderly, swiping my bottom lip with his tongue, making 
me wriggle with pleasure. | smile, stroking his face gently and wondering how in the hell did | ever get landed 
with this gorgeous specimen? What did | do? 


| must have been really good in a past life. 


| moan softly again as he runs a calloused finger down my neck, sucks off the sweat it collects and walks away. 
"Perttu!" 
He turns round to see a finger in my mouth. We smile again, knowing what the night will bring and opposite 


directions beckon. 


